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days  of  time! 

Day  full  of  joy  and  benison 
to  earth 

When  thou  wast  bom, 
sweet  babe  of  Bethlehem! 

With  dazzling  pomp  de- 
scending angels  sang 

Good-will  and  peace  to 
men,  to  God  due  praise. 

— A,  Coles 
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trials  that  beset  Ae  weSry  hours  of  di^^' 
Ijis  Christmas  Ere!  Qmc^  stir  Ae  Ai 
And  m its  ruddy  ^ow  r-^ 


too 


fWeHiive  agam  Aose  happy  hioi^^ 
Of  Cbristmas  times  of  long  ago| 


falk  again  Ae  old-time  paAs;  Ae  old-time  friends  wel  me<^ 
A Ae  oldAne  homes  of  yooA  well  trip  wiA  merry  feel  ^ 
And  hand  m hand,  and  heart  to  hear^  well  trradjooA’sgold^^ 
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tides  0 
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id^eve^  tick  a memory  hra^s 
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Of  Christmas  times  of  long  igol 
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Editorial 


HE  season  of  gift  giving  again  is  at  hanid.  The  first  Christ- 
mas Gifts  were  those  brought  to  the  Babe  of  Bethlehem 
by  the  wise  men  who  came  from  the  East  to  see  an<d  to 
worship  the  Christ  Child. 

The  true  Founder,  as  he  celebrates  the  Christmas  season  will  not 
lose  sight  of  the  fact  that  the  greatest  of  all  gifts  that  we  can  give 
to  Him  are  the  gifts  of  self  and  service. 

As  we  give  our  gifts  this  Christmas  time,  let  us  keep  in  mind  the 
fact  that  we  are  soon  to  have  our  annual  opportunity  of  giving 
ourselves  and  our  service  to-  Him  in  a most  telling  way,  through  the 
work  we  will  do  in  connection  with  the  coming  Treasure  Hunt. 
The  “service  call”  that  comes  to  us  during  “Treasure  Hunt  Week” 
concerns  a phase  of  our  lives  in  which  we  are  most  interested,  and 
because  of  that  we  want  to  give  our  very  best  service.  To  make  this 
gift  worthwhile,  we  should  make  this  onr  first  service  during  the  next 
month.  Until  the  Treasure  Hunt  is  ended,  let  us  major  on  this  one 
thing,  giving  it  the  right  of  way  in  our  schedule.  As  you  make  up 
your  “giving  list”  include  this  item  “To  our  Foundation  Camps, 
I will  give  one  month  of  whole  hearted  service  during  the  period  of 
the  Treasure  Hunt.”  You  can  rest  assured  that  the  giving  of  no 
other  gift  will  afford  you  greater  satisfaction.  — P.  G.  0. 
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Wadjepi’s  Nimble  Ones 

A Few  Hops — Steps — and  Jumps 

’M  hurt!  If  I had  a few  good  sturdy 
necks  to  weep  on  right  at  this 
moment,  Fd  weep  and  bull-ieve 
me,  they  wouldn’t  be  any  of  those 
nice  little  ‘‘droppie”  tears  either.  I’d  spill 
’em  by  the  bucketful.  Wot’s  it  all  about? 

Well,  can  you  stand  the  blow?  Then  I’ll 
tell  you.  It’s  about  my  fish.  By  special 
request,  he  has  been  laid  away,  cast  aside, 
spurned,  relegated  to  the  rear,  forgotten, 
abandoned, — Ah!  woe  is  muh!  One  reader  asks  the  question, 
‘ ‘Wadjepi,  do  you  pose  for  this  picture  every  month?”  G-r-r-r-r-r-r! 
Another  sweetly  suggests  that  ”she’s  convinced  I caught  the  fish 
all  right  but  that  I ought  to  be  permitted  to  try  my  hand  at  some 
other  sport.”  But  the  blow  that  most  killed  Father  came  when 
someone  had  the  audacity  to  suggest  that  my  right  arm  ought  to 
have  a rest.  Rest!  Bah!  I’m  not  holding  that  fish — he  is  standing 
on  his  tail.  Oh,  well,  as  they  say  in  Czechoslovakia,  the  voice  of 
the  multitude  will  prevail,  so  now  we  take  up  Crolf,  and  the  little 
fishie  now  will  be  made  into  sardines.  Adios,  little  fishie,  Adios! 

Haw!  Haw!  Pardon  me.  I’ve  just  been  thinking  of  the  good 
fun  we’re  going  to  have  when  the  Ancient  and  Honorable  Order 
of  Nimble  Ones  hold  their  big  conclave  next  summer.  Remember 
“Woodie,”  you  old-timers?  Well,  crazy  old  Woodie  wrote  me  a 
touching  letter  the  other  day  and  said  “Put  me  down  for  camp 
for  next  year;  I’m  hungry  to  get  back -with  the  old  bunch.”  So  I 
immediately  wrote  “Woodie”  that  he  was  given  the  office  of  High 
Hocus  Pocus  of  the  Order  and  that  he  should  noU  fail  to  report 

for  service  next  summer.  With 
Woodie  in  the  Order  you  must 
not  fail  to  win  your  Candlestick 
Degree.  Stay  with  it  if  it  takes 
an  arm  and  six  legs — and  do  it 
before  Christmas. 

Marj  Dick,  you  think  you’re 
funny,  don’t  you?  What  do  you 
mean  by  writing  me  that  “If  one 
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Ford  passes  another  Ford  in  Ireland,  the  time  would  be  ‘'Tin 
past  tin?”  Oi,  Oi,  what  a joke!  Anyone  else  have  anything  to 
say  on  the  subject? 

And  what  shall  I say  to  you  Founders  who  have  rendered  such 
Trojan  service  during  the  past  month  in  connection  with  our 
Ancient  and  Honorable  Order  of  Nimble  Ones?  When  I read  the 
wonderful  letters  that  have  come  to  my  desk,  I just  want  to  tell 
you  that  it  makes  me  feel  mighty  proud  of  every  last  one  of  my 
Founder  friends.  I like  a worker,  and  I hate  a shirker,  and  I tell 
you  there  are  very  few  shirkers  in  the  Founder  family.  We  get 
full  of  the  spirit  of  team  play  and  co-operation  while  we  are  in 
camp  and  we  don’t  lose  any  of  it  when  we  get  home.  There  are 
some  who,  for  various  reasons,  do  not  get  results  as  quickly  as 
others  but  I know  from  your  letters  and  from  my  contacts  with 
you  in  the  field  that  the  Founder  Team  is  on  the  Job  and  that 
every  member  of  the  team  is  doing  his  level  best  to  reach  his 
objective.  Don’t  let  temporary  failure  discourage  you — Smile  on 
and  work  on  and  you’ll  win.  If  you  didn’t  make  your  Candlestick 
Degree  during  the  week  of  November  22-30,  make  up  your  mind 
to  “put  it  over”  before  Christmas.  You  CAN  do  it  and  you  WILL. 

Now  For  Some  Jottings 

Jotting  One. — When  you  sign  up  a camper,  be  sure  to  get  him 
to  subscribe  for  the  Four-Folder.  This  will  get  our  new  camp 
friends  immediately  into  the  Spirit  of  the  Camps. 

Jotting  Two. — We  want  copies  of  all  the  songs  used  in  camp. 
Please,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  jot  down  on  a sheet  of  paper  all 
the  songs  you  know  and  send  them  in.  And  don’t  think  that 
everybody  else  will  do  this  and  that  will  let  you  out.  Somebody 
may  miss  the  very  ones  you  include  in  your  list — so  come  on, 
let’s  have  ’em  all. 

Jotting  Three. — This  has  to  do  with  camp  photos.  If  you  have 
a good  camp  picture  of  leaders,  or  a camp  scene,  send  them  in. 
We  want  them  for  our  pictorial  records  as  well  as  for  making  cuts. 

Jotting  Four. — And  now,  here  is  where  we  all  come  in.  What’s 
the  funniest  things  you  saw  happen  in  camp — something  really 
funny — somebody  swallowed  a tooth  brush,  or  something  like 
that.  Tell  it  in  your  own  words — short  and  to  the  point.  We’ll 
all  have  a good  camp  laugh  in  one  of  the  coming  Four-Folders 
so  let’s  have  your  “entry”  for  the  laugh  fest,  by  return  mail. 

So  long.  See  you  next  month.  Merry  Christmas.  — P.  G.  O 
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Miniwinca  in  October 

How  we  all  envy  Captain  Jack’s  good  fortune  to  be  at 
Miniwanca  in  October.  You’ll  enjoy  this  gem 
of  an  article  by  our  Inspection  Chief. 

“/  think  that  I shall  never  see 
A poem  lovely  as  a tree. 

Poems  are  made  by  fools  like  me 
But  only  God  can  make  a tree." 


HIS  lovely  poem  of  Joyce  Kilmer’s  kept  running  through 
my  mind  as  I rode  along  the  highway  to  Miniwanca. 
Such  gorgeous  colorings  and  shadings  as  there  were  in 
the  leaves  of  the  oaks,  elms  and  maples.  One  could  just 
imagine  with  what  pride  each  new  autumn  dress  was  being  worn. 

‘T  parked  the  car  by  the  road  and  walked  across  the  little  old 
rustic  bridge — up  the  road  to  the  Pottawatomie  Trail.  The  day 
was  gray  and  there  were  no  sunbeams  peeping  through  the  dense 
roof  of  leaves.  All  was  still — not  even  a bird  could  I hear.  I 
walked  slowly  through  the  Trail,  the  pine  needles  making  a soft 
carpet  upon  which  my  steps  made  no  sound. 
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‘'In  my  fancy  I 
drew  a picture  of  the 
first  inhabitants — 
blanketed,  moc- 
casioned  figures, 
following  the  Trail 
to  the  big  Lake ; the 
gay  colors  of  the 
Indian  dress  stand- 
ing out  so  clearly 
against  the  back- 
ground of  green.  You  see,  here  the  trees  are  so  protected  the  early 
frosts  had  not  turned  the  leaves. 

“Coming  to  the  end  of  the  Trail  at  the  Eating  Lodge  porch  was 
like  coming  out  of  the  night  into  the  day.  I found  a narrow  path 
leading  down  to  Stony  Creek  along  whose  bank  I wandered,  enjoy- 
ing the  beauty  and  quietness  of  God’s  great  outdoors  in  autumn. 
Down  here  the  scrub  oaks  were  plentiful  and  their  colors  were  of 
deepest  red. 

“Reaching  the  point  where  Stony  Creek  rushes  into  the  arms  of 
Lake  Michigan,  I stood  for  some  minutes.  There  was  the  Lake — 
that  incomparable  body  of  water,  with  the  waves  rushing  and 
tumbling  over  each  other,  each  apparently  trying  to  be  the  first 
to  reach  the  shore, — above — the  sky,  with  little  patches  of  blue 
and  here  and  there  the  sea  gulls  swooping  down  to  ride  on  the 
crest  of  a wave,  then  flying  away. 

“There  were  no  footprints  on  the  sands  of  our  wonderful  beach 
this  day,  only  the  faint  little  tracks  of  the  insects  and  bugs  known 
only  to  Canwicasa.  I saw,  however,  charred  bits  of  wood  in 
little  heaps  all  along  and  as  I passed  them  I pictured  the  faces 
of  the  girls  sitting  around  these  fires — for  that  is  what  they  once 
were. 

“Starting  up  the  path  toward  Sunset  View  I looked  over  Old 
Baldy’s  way  and  there  the  sun  was  shining. 

“Taking  a path  that  turned  off  near  Sunset  View  I invaded  No 
Man’s  Land.  I needed  my  inspector’s  book  to  record  the  terrible 
sight  that  greeted  my  eye — paper  everywhere — I was  wondering 
where  all  the  candy  came  from.  Down  the  path  through  the  Tribal 
Bays  to  the  trail  winding  up  to  Arbor  Vitae  Heights,  I went. 
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pausing  just  an  instant  at  the  mourners’  bench,  then  up  to  the  top. 

“To  have  looked  at  this  beauty  spot  when  summer  greens  were 
worn  and  to  have  followed  The  Wonder  Trail  was,  I thought, 
perfect — but  to  climb  to  the  top  in  October  simply  takes  you  into 
another  world;  a fairyland.  The  golds,  browns,  reds  and  greens 
were  all  so  perfectly  blended.  The  little  creek  winding  along — ^just 
the  glimpse  of  Stony  Lake,  Old  Baldy,  then  the  blue  and  green 
waters  of  Michigan  and  our  Trail  going  down  from  Arbor  Vitae 
Heights,  and  as  I went  down  the  Trail  I remembered  Edwin 
Markham’s  poem : 

'Teach  us  Father  how  to  be 
Kind  and  patient  as  a tree. 

Joyfully  the  crickets  croon 
Under  shady  oaks  at  noon. 

Beetle  on  his  mission  bent. 

Tarries  in  that  cooling  tent. 

Let  us  also  cheer  a spot. 

Hidden  field  or  garden  grot. 

Place  where  passing  souls  can  rest 
On  the  way  and  be  their  best.’ 

“Walking  down  the  road  to  the  bridge  I passed  our  Council 
Circle.  The  ashes  of  our  last  Council  fire  were  still  there  and  as  I 
stood  looking  down  I saw  again  the  girls,  leaders  and  our  Chief 
with  the  fire  lighting  up  their  faces.  I heard  again  the  confessions, 
promises  and  prayers  and  unconsciously  in  the  Founder  fashion  I 
offered  up  my  prayer  that  we  might  not  forget  we  were  Founders 
and  to  live  true  to  our  ideal — The  Jesus  Way. 

“Turning  to  leave,  I felt  as  though  I had  received  a benediction 
through  the  spiritual  nearness  of  my  Founder  comrades.  The 
rustle  of  each  leaf 
seemed  to  whisper 
a message  of  love 
and  to  beckon  us 
onward  to  the  ac- 
complishment of  our 
ideals. 

—Mrs.  Nora  E.  Jack- 
man  {Captain  Jack), 

Wichita,  Kansas.” 
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Minisino  Says 

** Jesus  Increased” 


Are  you  a Little  Founder  or  a BIG  FOUNDER  ? 


Are  you  registering  for  the  Founders  Character  Camps  just  one 


or  two 


or  a real  Bunch 


The  Founders  Character  Camps 


have  given  us  such  a 


start  toward  Leadership  that  they  loom  Big  in  our  eyes.  ^ 

A worthy  Budget  helps  us  do  things.  Who  dares  show  a lack 

of  appreciation  by  collecting  dinky  dimes  (l^  when  as  real 

Foundation  Character  Campers,  if  we  use  real  salesmanship,  we 
can  collect  Big  Bills?  l*s  -l  l^>oo2^J 

Jesus  Increased — and  as  we  follow  in  His  Footsteps  we,  too, 
will  increase  and  our  Foundation  Character  Camps  for  which  we 
stand,  will  grow — and  GROW — and  G R O W. 


With  Shining  Faces 


may  we  meet  each  other 


next  summer  with  a full  consciousness  that  our  Increased  Tasks 
have  been  accomplished  and  that  we  are  worthy  of  the  name  of 
Founders. 

WM.  H.  DANFORTH, 

‘‘Minisino.”  O 

1.  Enroll  yourself  as  Camper  or  Leader 

2.  Register  a Bunch 

3.  Set  a Budget  Task  and  Raise  it. 
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Red  Grange,  Illinois  Wonder  Grid  Man 

and  Dad 


This  is  a sketch  showing  how  Dad  Waite  learned  to  run 
for  Syracuse  University  and  won  honors  for  his  Alma 
Mater  on  the  Track  and  later  transferred  his 
leg-skill  to  Harold  (Red)  Grange  who  show- 
ed Michigan  and  Pennsylvania  how  to 
play  real  Football. 

IN  1901,  Dad  (Waonspeakiye) 

Waite  was  graduated  from 
Syracuse  University.  The  years 
he  spent  at  Syracuse,  reaching 
after  a Bachelor  of  Philosophy 

degree,  were 
leg  - stretching 
aswellasbrain- 
spraining 
years.  Dad 
proved  that 
scholars  h i p 
and  sportman- 
ship  were  twin 
partners  in  col- 
lege life. 

The  Track 
Team  of  Syra- 
cuse was  very  proud  of  the  long- 
legged  deep-chested  exclamation 
point  that  turned  out  for  prac- 
tice in  1908,  and  whose  initials 
spelled  the  word  R A W. 

Good  coaching,  indomnitable 
will  and  long  legs  trained  to  a 
natural  stride  transmuted  the 
RAW  material  into  a running 
asset  for  Syracuse  and  track-meet  after  track-meet  Dad  brought 
home  the  bacon  for  his  Alma  Mater.  A beautiful  watch,  which  he 


Grange  Finds  Track  Work 
Aided  Greatly  in  Fitting 
Him  for  Grid  Grind 

This  is  the  tenth  of  a series  of  articles  dealing 
with  the  football  career  of  Harold  {“Red”)  Grange, 
one  of  the  greatest  players  in  the  game. 

As  Told  to  Harold  Johnson 
BY  HAROLD  “RED”  GRANGE 

“Men  who  go  in  for  intercollegiate  football 
will  do  well  to  devote  some  attention  to  track 
training  before  they  don  gridiron  togs,”  said 
Red  Grange  during  our  fanning  bee  at  his 
fraternity  house.  “I  really  think  the  coaching 
I received  in  my  scholastic  days  at  Wheaton 
helped  me  in  football  more  than  anything  else 
I ever  tried  to  do. 

“When  I was  attending  high  school  a man 
named  Waite,  formerly  a star  runner  at  one  of 
the  big  eastern  universities,  took  an  interest  in 
me  and  on  several  afternoons  came  over  to  our 
practice  field  to  coach  me  in  the  correct  manner 
of  running.  He  showed  me  how  to  start  and 
impressed  upon  me  the  importance  of  a long 
stride. 

“My  legs  are  long,  so  all  I had  to  do  was  to 
run  in  my  natural  stride,  and  this  seems  to  have 
caused  opposing  tacklers  some  trouble.  You 
know  it  is  much  easier  to  bring  down  a man 
who  runs  with  a short  stride  than  a fellow  who 
takes  long  steps. 

Work  on  Track  Valuable 

“When  I was  a high  school  student  I often 
ran  100  yards  in  10:2-5,  but  I owe  everything 
as  a football  runner  to  the  coaching  I received 
under  Mr.  Waite.  After  reaching  Illinois  I 
picked  up  some  valuable  pointers  from  Coach 
Zuppke  in  the  art  of  weaving  on  my  runs.  He 
would  install  hurdles  on  the  practice  field  and 
require  the  backs  to  skip  around  them  while 
traveling  at  top  speed.  In  this  way  we  ac- 
quired dexterity  in  avoiding  tacklers. 

“I  have  read  articles  in  various  newspapers 
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sometimes  shows  to  aspiring  track  men,  won  in  the  Relay  on  Frank- 
lin Field  of  the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  snugly  fits  his  left  hand 
vest  pocket.  The  Champion- 
ship and  Trophy,  which  it  rep- 
resents reposes  in  the  Trophy 
Room  at  Syracuse. 

In  1901,  Dad  ran 
for  Syracuse  but 
trained  legs,  big  lungs  and  deep 
chest  into  the  ministry.  Here  he 
preached  Sundays  and  helped 
boys  during  the  week.  After  a 
while,  he  went  back  to  Syracuse 
Secretary  of  the  Christian 


his  last  race 
carried  his 


as 


Associations 
and  in  his  lei- 
sure hours 
hovered 
about  the 
track,  helping 
some  fellow 
to 
h i s 
Still 


RED  GRANGE. 


lengthen 
stride, 
later,  he 
gave  all  of  his 
time  to  boys 
and  young  men  through  the  Y. 

M.  C.  A.,  Sunday  School  Asso- 
ciation and  is  now  in  The  Ameri- 
can Youth  Foundation.  He  has 
consistently  taught  boys  and 
young  men  to  run  the  race  of  life 
and  his  sports-loving  heart  has 
kept  him  at  the  job  of  helping  a 
fellow  to  make  good  on  the  team. 

A few  years  ago.  Dad  moved 
from  Lincoln,  Nebraska  to  Whea- 
ton, Illinois.  Young  Harold  (Red)  Grange  was  just  getting  out  of 
the  grades  and  into  the  High  School  and  Dad  as  usual  was  hunting 


to  the  effect  that  I employ  a freak  hip  motion 
in  shaking  off  tacklers,  but  if  I do  it  is  all  news 
to  me.  I simply  run  naturally  and  run  as  fast 
as  I can  when  I get  the  football.  If  any  one 
tries  to  stop  me  I make  an  effort  to  push  him 
away.  So  far  as  I know,  there  is  nothing  of  a 
freakish  nature  to  my  hip  motions  when  run- 
ning. 

“If  I happen  to  shake  off  tacklers  by  some 
unusual  motion  it  is  done  unconsciously.  It  all 
comes  naturally,  just  as  professional  baseball  is 
played  mechanically. 

Big  Crowds  Spuj-  Red  On 

We  were  moved  to  sound  Red  on  the  idea  of 
playing  football  before  a crowd  of  70,000  wildly 
hurrahing  rooters  and  wondered  if  he  was  self- 
conscious  or  under  any  strain  when  performing 
before  such  a multitude. 

“No,”  responded  the  Wheaton  Phantom,  “as 
a matter  of  fact,  I like  to  play  football  in  the 
presence  of  a great  crowd  and  am  never  stage- 
struck.  I was  nervous,  however,  when  I played 
football  in  the  Wheaton  High  School  team  for 
the  first  time,  for  I presumed  every  one  in  the 
stands  was  looking  to  me  to  commit  mistakes. 

“You  have  heard  of  professional  baseball 
players  getting  the  razz  from  spectators  who 
took  exception  to  some  mistake  on  the  diamond, 
but  I daresay  you  haven’t  seen  many  football 
players  get  the  hoot  during  a game.  Well,  I 
can  cite  one  instance  in  which  I was  handed  a 
terrible  panning.  It  was  during  a game  be- 
tween Illinois  and  one  of  the  other  teams  of  the 
conference  on  a gridiron  many  miles  from 
Urbana. 

“A  group  of  hostile  rooters,  occupying  seats 
back  of  the  goal  line,  singled  me  out  for  abuse 
and  certainly  kept  after  me  all  through  the 
game. 

Censure,  But  It’s  Football 

“I  recall  now  how  I ran  back  to  the  10-yard 
line  when  the  opposing  team  punted,  but  in- 
stead of  trying  to  catch  the  ball  I permitted  it 
to  roll  over  the  goal  line.  That  gave  the 
rooters  a chance  to  roast  me,  and  they  did  in 
no  uncertain  manner. 

“Yellow,  yellow,  afraid  to  catch  it,  they 
roared,  thereby  displaying  their  ignorance.  Had 
I grabbed  that  punt  under  my  own  goal  pos  ts 
Coach  Zuppke  would  have  kicked  me  off  the 
team.  The  rooters  never  were  justified  in  rid- 
ing me  the  way  they  did  and  simply  exhibited 
their  ignorance  of  football,  but  they  kept  after 
me  all  afternoon.  It  was  the  worst  experience 
I ever  had  on  a college  gridiron,  and  during  my 
career  I guess  I have  played  before  more  than 
1,000,000  rooters.” 

— Chicago  Evening  American. 
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the  chance  to  help  a boy  to  make  good.  So  he  hung  out  around 
the  High  School  in  Wheaton  and  also  about  the  Wheaton  High 
football  field.  He  taught  Red  how  to  run  and  stride  and  be  natural. 
He  picked  up  a couple  of  good  football  plays  for  Red,  as  he  scouted 
among  the  boys  of  a continent  and  Red  finished  the  job  and  made 
Wheaton  famous.  He  also  made  Michigan  and  Pennsylvania 
dizzy.  The  enclosed  small  type  in  this  write-up  is  an  interview 
by  Red  Grange  in  a Chicago  newspaper.  See  how  he  acknowledges 
his  debt  to  Dad.  Red  will  be  a great  football  coach  one  of  these 
days  and  will  pass  on  Dad’s  experience,  hours  of  grilling  practice 
and  skill  in  running  to  some  other  fellow.  Thus  one  generation 
serves  another  and  deepens  the  ideals  for  which  The  American 
Youth  Foundation  stands.  — J.  L.  A. 


The  beautiful  Founders'  Medal  which  Minisino  arranged 
to  have  manufactured  in  France  by  the  Joan  of  Arc  artists 
will  soon  be  here.  The  first  ten  thousand  ,are  enroute  by 
Steamship  now.  Two  advance  medals  arrived  a couple  of 
weeks  ago  and  Minisino  and  Kinji  are  displaying  them 
wherever  they  go.  The  Medal  is  very  striking  and  is  much 
more  artistic  than  even  Minisino’s  description  of  it  at  the 
Hillside  last  summer.  The  January  issue  of  the  Founders 
Four -Folder  will  give  full  particulars.  Other  attractive 
features  will  be  the  account  of  a recent  visit  to  Camp 
Merrowvista  by  sleigh  through  deep  snow  by  Kinji  and 
Parker  Merrow,  a special  group  of  articles  by  some  of  the 
leaders  of  the  1925  camps  and  another  of  I.  Pepum  Upp’s 
delightful  reporter’s  talks. 
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Hail!  Comrades!  Hail! 


See  how  the  roll  of  the  Ancient  and  Honor- 
able Order  of  Nimble  Ones  has  grown. 
From  ten  to  twelve  are  added  to 
the  list  each  day.  Member- 
ship rolls  still  open.  Is 
your  Name  on  the  Roll? 


The  following 


Clarence  Cranford 
James  Cooper 
Kenneth  Davis 
Arthur  Duffield 
Horace  Fowler 
Sidney  Farmer 
Maurice  Faugh 
Paul  Gardner 
Bob  Gen'ske 
Earl  Jorgenson 
John  Keithan 
Edgar  Mansfield 
Wayne  McFarland 
Russell  McClelland 
Douglas  Mac- 
Donald 
Glenn  Reed 
Will  F.  Schmidt 
Myron  Waddill 
Garfield  Ross 
Harold  Miller 
Kenneth  Oelfke 
Gerritt  Fielstra 
David  C.  Rodgers 
Marion  Anspach 
Lillie  Bailey 
Winifred  Beatty 
Idelle  Beilis 


Earl  A.  Brooks 
Winifred  Cheney 
Andrew  K.  Craig 
Kirkwood  Craig 
Mary  Dodge 
John  R.  Duncan 
Helen  Foster 
Gerritt  Fielstra 
Ruth  Hall 
Jean  Williams 
Herdeg 


Dorothy  Bowlby 
Alger  Geary 


have  won  their  degrees  since  last  record  was  published; 
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Rilla  Bockoven 
Stella  Brown 
Vanna  Bewell 
Virginia  Cowell 
Charlotte  Chase 
Celia  Cleveland 
Clara  Cockerille 
Mary  Carrier 
Helen  Campbell 
Helen  Carson 
Charlotte  Dean 
Edna  Dittes 
Katherine  Diehl 
Mary  Donahoo 
Harriet  Ericson 
Edith  Fogle 
Bertha  Fuhr- 
meister 
Mary  Freeze 
Elizabeth  Engel 
Hallett 
Edna  Hogan 
Beatrice  Haas 
Ruth  Hartzell 
Elizabeth  Hood 
Ruth  Hoyt 
Genevieve  Hughes 
Elizabeth  Hauser 


Edna  Hogan 
Genevieve  Hunt 
Nadine  Johnson 
Mildred  Knapp 
Helen  Knight 
Dorothy  LeFurge 
Kathryn  Lingen- 
felter 

Italine  Lytle 
Josephine  Looney 
Margaret  Lewis 
Pearl  Loos 
Gertrude  McCurn 
Pauline  McLean 
Jessie  Me  Adam 
Harriet  Myrick 
Mary  Masters 
Margaret  Maugh- 
lin 

Gertrude  May 
Le  Nora  Meyer 
Lenore  Miller 
Esther  Maurer 
Claire  Miller 
Louise  Norman 
Marion  Noe 
Ruth  Parsons 
Ruth  Price 


Valborg  Rawn 
Gladys  Douglas 
Pooler 

Dorothea  Pohlman 
Lydia  Roland 
Florence  Roberts 
Miriam  Rouse 
Alice  Small 
Dorothy  Seyfert 
Elizabeth  Shinn 
Marguerite  Silling 
Florence  Sweet 
Marjorie  Sallee 
Kathrine  Shiveley 
Lee-Olia  Smith 
Mary  Tate 
Mildred  Vickers 
Helen  Vail 
Victoria  Williams 
Edith  Winslow 
Mary  Wagner 
Christine  Windle 
Carol  Wollin 
Esther  Warvel 
Eleanor  Willis 


JACK  B.  QUICK  DEGREE 


Alice  Hopkinson 
Willis  F.  Hickes 
Bethen  Karsch 
Margaret  Kurtz 
Elinore  Lewis 
Miriam  Lockwood 
Blanche  Longshore 
Jean  Keith 
Walter  Moore 
Muriel  Parker 


Mary  F.  Price 
Lois  Arnold 
Puterbaugh 
Althea  V.  Reed 
Mary  Reemsnyder 
Pearl  Priest 
Jessamine  Roberts 
Walter  Snow 
Hayden  Stright 
Lillian  Thoele 


Jo  Royer  Thomas 
Marion  Timbie 
Ruth  Tinsley 
Florence  Wagner 
Winifred  Warner 
Gerald  White 
Catherine  Whit- 
more 

Joseph  Whitwam 
Ellen  Woodcock 


Mary  Kiel 
Beatrice  Letson 


JACK  JUMP  OVER  DEGREE 

Carol  Carothers  Ruth  Harmon 

Donald  Griffin  Percy  Hauser 
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Grace  Letson  Armella  Peterson  Mary  Sheldon 

Helen  Gill  Lovett  Harriet  Rex  Robert  Sisson 

Angus  MacDonald  Mildred  Shaw  Mabel  Stoudt 

John  Marshall 

THE  CANDLESTICK  DEGREE 


Myron  Sunde 
Carroll  Tripp 
Jessie  Wylie 


Edith  Chapman 
Margaret 
Caro  the  rs 


John  Hoefflein  Mary  Ann  Morgan  Glenys  Pope 

Emily  Hulbert  May  Myers 

Loretta  Metheny  Edith  Myers 


JACK  JUMP  FAST  DEGREE 

George  Bewell  Elizabeth  Adams  Horace  Sanderson  Margaret  Swallow 

JACK  JUMP  SOON  DEGREE 


Linden  Dodson  Richard  Leonard 


Nettie  Huff 


THE  MOON  DEGREE 

Clara  Monroe  Rennetta  Meyer 


If  any  error  or  omissions  have  been  made  in  the  above  lists,  write  at  once 
to  the  Lord  High  Potentate  of  the  order.  If  your  name  does  not  yet  appear 
on  the  honor  list,  then  Huwwy,  Huwwy. 

— WADJEPI,  L.  H.  P. 


A Christmas  Gift  of  RealValue 

Last  Christmas,  a young  business  man 
was  looking  for  Christmas  gifts  for  his 
two  sisters.  He  wanted  to  give  them  gifts  of  in- 
trinsic value.  Learning  of  the  American  Youth 
Foundation  Camp  Conferences,  he  concluded  that  he  could 
give  his  sisters  no  finer  gift  than  to  make  it  possible  for  them 
to  spend  two  weeks  at  Camp  Merrowvista  in 
the  Mountains  of  New  Hampshire.  The  en- 
thusiasm of  the  girls  upon  their  return  from  camp 
proved  to  'this  business  man  that  in  this  instance 
he  had  acted  wisely  in  his  selection  of  this  most 
unusual  Christmas  gift. 

Readers  of  the  Four-Folder  have  here  a val- 
uable suggestion  in  the  selection  of  a Christmas  gift 
for  young  people  of  camp  age.  Campers  may  want  to 
pass  this  on  to  some  fathers  and  mothers  among  their 
acquaintances. 
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Tales  of  the  Founders 


One  Engagement,  Some  Weddings,  Some  Births,  and  Some 

Other  Things 


[LAY  County,  Missouri!  How 
well  do  we  remember  the  old 
Clay  County  gang — always  ag- 
gressive and  alert  and  eternally 
on  the  job.  So  while  the  announcement 
itself  came  as  a surprise,  when  we  found 
that  a Clay  County  man  was  involved, 
we  could  understand  a little  better  just 
how  it  happened.  We  speak  particularly 
of  one  certain  representative  of  Clay 
County,  Laurance  H.  Barr  by  name. 
Defender  of  1923.  Of  course,  there  must 
be  a heroine  to  the  story,  so  enter  now 
Kiwada,  Thelma  Duncan,  of  Kansas  City, 
and — well,  be  gorry!  the  story  is  told, 
isn’t  it?  All  Thelma  had  to  do  was  “enter” 
the  scene  and  Laurie  did  the  rest  and 
did  it  so  well  that  the  big  “Yes”  he  was  looking  for  to  clinch  the 
deal  has  been  said  and  soon  the  merry  wedding  bells  will  ring. 
Blessings  on  you  pair:  Two  Founders  in  a team  is  a winning 

combination. 

“Fve  got  the  best  man  on  earth,  Wadjepi,”  so  writes  “Bill”, 
or  to  be  perfectly  proper,  Geneva  McKie  Craig,  of  her  husband, 
Mr.  Rubin  D.  Craig,  and  we  just  bet  she’s  right.  Geneva  was  a 
member  of  the  Columbines  of  the  Western  Camp  of  1924.  The 
wedding  took  place  in  Ft.  Lupton,  Colorado,  on  the  23rd  of  October. 

Back  in  1922  there  came  to  the  Boys’  Camp,  a leader  from 
Ohio  who  made  a big  hit  with  campers  and  leaders.  He  came 
back  in  1923  and  practically  every  other  year  since.  The  past 
several  years,  however,  he  came  in  another  capacity  from  that 
of  leader.  The  last  day  or  two  of  the  Girls’  Camp  Everett  would 
show  up  at  camp  and  Monday  morning  at  the  close  of  camp  he 
would  tuck  into  his  car  one  of  our  very  best  girls  and  away  they 
would  go  back  to  O-hi-0.  We  now  announce  the  wedding  on 
Saturday,  November  14th,  of  Eleanor  May  Cartwright  of  Wycliff, 
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Ohio  to  Everett  Francis  Armington  of  Euclid,  Ohio.  Eleanor  is  a 
member  of  the  Seekers  Class  and  was  in  the  first  graduating  class 
this  past  summer  at  Camp  Miniwanca.  Eleanor  has  made  a 
wonderful  record  in  camp.  Her  notebook  mark  has  never  been 
under  the  90  mark  and  she  is  one  of  the  Camp  Medal  girls.  At 
home  after  December  15th  at  Idlehurst  Drive,  Beverly  Hills, 
Euclid,  Ohio. 

Following  hard  on  the  heels  of  the  other  tv\'o  announcements 
came  the  notice  of  the  wedding  of  Ann  Steinkemeyer,  another 
member  of  the  Seekers  class,  to  Mr.  Louis  F.  Hoell,  both  of  St. 
Louis.  Although  Ann  has  not  yet  been  graduated  from  camp, 
she  is  a good  Founder,  and  we  are  looking  forward  to  having  her 
return  to  camp  either  as  camper  or  leader.  Every  year  we  have 
a few  old  campers  back  in  camp,  the  proud  possessors  of  their 
M.  R.  S.  degree,  and  we  shall  certainly  look  for  Ann,  we  hope 
this  year.  At  home  after  December  1st,  at  4860  Lee  Avenue, 
St.  Louis,  Mo. 

Here  They  Come — Jolly  New  Campers  of  1942 


Founders!  Meet  Sam.  He’s  a husky  little  rascal,  just  a little 
more  than  a month  old  and  his  Mother  declares  that  the  first  thing 
he  said  was  “Mother,  tell  that  man  Wadjepi  I may  be  little  now 
but  save  me  a place  and  Eli  be  there  in  1942.”  Right  O,  Samuel 
Gregory  Hallett,  Junior,  son  of  Elizabeth  Engel  Hallett  (Beacons), 
you’re  signed  up.  Sam  lives  with  his  Mother  and  Dad  at  5318 
Northland  Avenue,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 

And  Bill,  too!  Bill  has  signed  up  and  Linden  Dodson,  his  dad, 
can’t  keep  his  hat  on  these  days.  Bill,  or  William  Selden  Dodson, 
came  “by  way  of  the  Rainbow  Trail”  on  the  28th  day  of  November, 


Four-Folder 


Page  Fifteen 


1925.  He  lives  with  his  happy  parents  at  77  Melrose  St.,  Rochester, 

The  Lodge  of  a Thousand 

It’s  Filling  Up 

This  is  “Kinji’s  own”  lodge.  From  the  very 
beginning  of  Camp-Conference  history,  Kinji 
has  been  talking  and  dreaming  of  his  Lodge 
of  a Thousand.  It  seemed  a long  way  off  to 
many  of  us  in  those  early  days  but  the  records 
of  the  past  few  years  show  what  tremendous 
strides  have  been  made  toward  the  consumma- 
tion of  the  big  ideal. 

Frances  Vander  Linden,  Galilean,  on  the 
13th  of  October  began  her  work  as  Girls’  Reserve 
Secretary  of  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  at  Akron,  Ohio. 

Dot  Hawkins,  Beacons,  was  graduated  in  1924  from  the  first 
A.  Y.  F.  Camp  and  is  now  Girls’  Reserve  Secretary  of  the  Y.  W. 
C.  A.  at  Beloit,  Wis. 

The  Minneapolis  Tribune  of  September  13th  contained  a full- 
column  story  of  the  appointment  of  Miss  Ruth  Palmer,  our  “Saxie,” 
as  an  instructor  in  the  health  education  department  of  the  Y.  W. 
C.  A.  of  Minneapolis. 

The  Minneapolis  Y.  W.  C.  A.  has  had  two  Founders  on  their 
staff  for  some  time  past,  namely  Miss  Marie  Shaver,  ‘‘Horace,” 
who  has  been  a Girls’  Work  Secretary  of  the  “Y,”  and  Miss  Aileen 
Todd,  Kiwada,  who  is  serving  as  one  of  the  office  secretaries. 
The  Y.  W.  C.  A.  knows  good  leaders  when  they  see  them  and 
Foundation  Camp  Trained  leaders  have  proved  their  ability  in 
any  field  of  service  to  which  they  have  been  called. 

Bob  Lundy,  Forger,  is  at  the  Rochester  Theological  Seminary 
in  preparation  for  the  ministry. 

Norm  Clemens,  Wayseeker,  is  Pastor  of  the  Arch  Street  Meth- 
odist Church,  Philadelphia. 

Abby  Strong,  Beacons,  was  graduated  from  Boston  University 
School  of  Religious  Education  in  June  and  has  become  the  Director 
of  Religious  Education  in  a large  church  in  Youngstown,  Ohio. 
Mabel  Guttery  has  been  in  Youngstown  for  several  years  as  Di- 
rector of  Religious  Education  in  Westminster  Presbyterian  Church. 

Sara  Jane  Aicken  (Kentuck)  has  graduated  from  Boston  Uni- 
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versity  School  of  Religious  Education  in  June  and  is  now  Director 
of  Religious  Education  in  a church  in  Marietta,  Ohio. 

Jennie  Doidge,  Galilean,  another  recent  Boston  University 
graduate  is  how  the  Superintendent  of  Young  People’s  work  of 
the  Ramsey  County  (St.  Paul)  Sunday  School  Association. 

Kathleen  Painter,  Galilean,  after  her  graduation  from  Boston 
University  School  of  Religious  Education  in  June  became  the 
Director  of  Religious  Education  af  Ascension  Episcopal  Church 
of  Denver,  Colorado. 

Nell  Williams,  Galilean,  for  the  past  year  has  been  Director  of 
Religious  Education  of  a large  church  at  Cleveland  Heights,  Ohio. 

These  are  but  a few  of  the  more  recent  camp  comrades  who 
have  entered  full  time  religious  work.  Scores  of  Founders  are 
already  on  the  Firing  Line.  The  gospel  of  the  Jesus  Way  is  being 
passed  on  by  trained  leaders.  The  solution  of  the  so-called  Youth 
problem  is  with  youth,  and  the  thousands  of  camp-trained  young 
people,  both  professional  and  volunteer,  who  are  steadily  at  work 
in  the  church  and  community  are  making  tremendous  advances 
toward  the  goal  of  winning  all  youth  to  the  Jesus  Way.  — P.  G.  O. 


Your  Own  Registration  for 
the  1926  Camps 


A number  of  campers  of 
Miniwanca  and  Merrowvista 
have  written  to  the  Foundation 
office  to  find  out  whether  they 
paid  their  one  dollar  initial  regis- 
tration fee  last  summer  while 
they  were  in  camp.  It  is  pretty 
hard  to  remember  four  or  five 
months  after  leaving  camp 
everything  that  you  did  during 
the  busy  days  of  camp.  If  there 
is  any  doubt  in  your  mind  play  safe  and  send  your  dollar 
fee  in  right  away.  If  you  have  previously  sent  in  a dollar, 
the  additional  dollar  will  be  placed  to  your  credit.  Surely, 
you  will  not  want  to  be  a member  of  Old  Man  Procrastina- 
tion’s Team.  Today!  Lest  you  forget  again. 
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HOULDER  to  shoulder  with  the  full-time  professional 
leaders,  who  have  pioneered  and  wrought  in  the  field  of 
youth  training  during  the  past  twelve  years,  stands  a 
great  group  of  men  and  women  who,  as  volunteer  workers, 
have  made  a notable  contribution  to  the  cause  of  youth.  Prominent 
in  this  group  of  workers  is  Miss  Edith  M.  Chapman,  formerly  of 
Chicago  but  now  residing  in  Oak  Park,  a suburb  of  Chicago. 

In  her  customary  business-like  manner.  Miss  Chapman,  upon 
advice  of  counsel,  states  officially  that  she  was  born  “several  years 
ago.”  She  received  her  high  school  and  college  training  in  Father 
Dearborn’s  big  city  and  was  graduated  from  the  Chicago  Musical 
College,  receiving  her  M.A.  degree  in  the  piano  department.  Since 
her  graduation  she  has  been  teaching  to  aspiring  young  musicians 
the  art  of  playing  the  piano. 

Nine  years  ago,  the  three  motherless  little  girls  of  Miss  Chapman’s 
brother  came  into  the  home  circle  and  during  the  years  that  have 
intervened,  the  mothering  of  these  little  ones  has  fallen  largely  upon 
her  shoulders.  Anyone  who  has  seen  these  three  lovely  children 
knows  how  well  this  responsibility  has  been  met.  As  may  be  im- 
agined, the  girls  have  been  thoroughly  indoctrinated  with  the  gospel 
of  the  Four-fold  life — so  much  so  that  the  oldest,  Jean  Louise,  now 
12  years  of  age,  is  already  looking  forward  to  next  summer  to  be- 
come a pioneer  in  the  first  American  Youth  Foundation  Younger 
Girls’  Camp. 

0-wi-hi  has  always  been  active  as  a volunteer  worker  in  her  local 
church,  and  many  an  older  girl  today  owes  her  broad  outlook  on 
life  and  her  love  for  the  things  of  the  church,  to  the  influence  of 
her  leadership.  At  present  she  is  serving  as  a teacher  in  the  Young 
People’s  Department  of  the  Church  School,  as  well  as  counsellor 
for  the  High  School  Girls’  Guild. 

Not  only  has  the  local  church  profited  by  her  untiring  service  but 
her  home  city,  Chicago,  as  well  as  the  State  of  Illinois,  have  felt  the 
force  of  her  leadership.  Miss  Chapman  was  one  of  the  active  partici- 
pants in  the  notable  piece  of  pioneering  work  that  was  done  in 
Chicago  several  years  ago  under  the  old  Cook  County  Sunday 
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School  Association,  serving  on  the  County  as  well  as  on  the  State 
Young  People’s  Division  Committees. 

0-wi-hi  has  been  identified  with  the  Camp  Conferences  since  1917. 
She  holds  her  three-color  Headquarters’  Staff  Leadership  Medal  for 
having  served  in  all  of  the  Camp  Conferences,  including  one  year  in 
Colorado,  and  this  past  summer  at  Merrowvista.  As  the  official 
Camp  banker  and  grand  custodian  of  the  “Jewlery,”  0-wi-hi  is  in 
a class  by  herself.  The  Camp  Directors  never  have  anything  to 
worry  about  with  0-wi-hi  on  the  job,  and  as  for  efficiency — boy, 
page  Mr.  Morgan — ^we  have  “som-mat”  in  the  banking  line  that 
we  wish  to  show  you.  — P.  G.  O. 
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Camp  Merrowvista 

Lost  Brook  Glen  on 
Old  Sentinel  Mountain,  N.  H. 

Boys — June  28th- July  12 
Girls  (1)  July  12th-July  26th 
Girls  (2)  July  26th-Aug.  9th 


Gamp  Miniwanca 

Dune  Forest  on  Stony  Lake 
and  Lake  Michigan,  Mich. 

Girls  (1)  July  2 6th- Aug.  9th 
Girls  (2)  Aug.  9th-Aug.  23rd 
Boys — ^Aug.  23rd-Sept.  6th 
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To  O-wi-hi 


Edith  M.  chapman,  we  salute 

you  as  one  who  typifies  in  her 
life  the  true  spirit  of  the 
Founder. 

We  have  never  seen  you  ruffled.  Your 
loyal  and  painstaking  service  in  the 
business  department  of  the  Camp 
Conferences  over  a period  of  nine  years 
has  been  marked  by  a display  of  poise 
and  an  evenness  of  temper  that  has 
excited  the  admiration  of  the  thousands 
of  us  whose  privilege  it  has  been  to  have 
camped  with  you. 

What  you  do,  you  do  well.  With  you 
a job  is  never  done  until  it  is  all  done. 
The  element  of  time  does  not  enter  into 
your  service  for  we  have  seen  you  work 
early  and  late  at  tasks  to  which  you  have 
set  your  hand. 

In  the  press  of  the  many  things  that 
demand  your  attention,  you  always 
find  time  to  lighten  the  load  of  a com- 
rade as  you  pass  along  the  way. 

As  a volunteer  worker  with  youth, 
you  are  untiring  in  your  efforts,  giving 
without  stint  of  your  time  and  talents 
in  your  desire  to  help  your  boy  and  girl 
comrades  discover  their  best  selves. 

O-wi-hi — Efficient  One^ — You  are  all 
that  your  name  implies.  Your  fine 
Christian  efficiency,  your  evenness  of 
temper,  and  your  wonderful  service 
record  as  a volunteer  worker,  forms  a 
compelling  challenge  to  your  great  host 
of  friends  and  comrades. 
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EDITH  M.  CHAPMAN 


CLARENCE  N.  WRIGHT 
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To  Wowahoye 


Clarence,  it  is  a genuine 
pleasure  to  remember  your 
splendid  efforts  to  climb  the 
ladder  of  leadership.  We  have 
watched  your  performance  on  the 
playground,  in  college  and  at  work 
and  are  glad  that  in  them  all  you  have 
learned  to  excell. 

We  have  followed  your  achieve- 
ments, since  we  first  met  you  as  a 
boy  and  a camper.  You  have 
fulfilled  our  expectations  as  a trained, 
skilled  workman  in  religious  educa- 
tion and  we  rejoice  in  your  success. 

Your  comradeship  as  a camper  and 
a leader  have  been  greatly  ap- 
preciated. Your  skill  and  good  will 
have  been  friendly  assets  of  great 
value.  Your  achievements  as  a 
student  and  as  a religious  worker 
have  enhanced  your  worth  to  the 
Kingdom. 

The  best  of  life  is  still  ahead  of  you 
as  you  break  new  trails  of  leadership. 
Wowahoye,  our  prayers  and  best 
wishes  are  yours.  You  are  a 
“Pioneer”! 


Four-Folder 


Page  Twenty-three 


Wowahoye 

Who  Also  is  Named  Clarence  N,  Wright 

RESIDENT  of  the  First  Camp-Conference  Graduating 
Class  and  the  recipient  of  the  First  Camp-Conference  Diploma^ 
— such  is  Clarence  N.  Wright. 

And  Clarence  is  not  as  old  as  you  might  expect  at 
that.  He  was  born  in  the  city  of  Chicago  on  November  30,  1895. 
There  followed  the  usual  boyhood  of  a city-bred  boy,  passionately 
fond  of  all  types  of  athletics.  After  the  experience  of  the  grade 
schools,  he  was  graduated  from  the  Lane  Technical  High  School 
of  Chicago  in  1913. 

Upon  graduation  from  High  School,  he  made  his  debut  into 
religious  educatioh  circles,  where  he  has  figured  with  distinction 
ever  since.  He  began  his  contacts  in  the  offices  of  the  International 
Sunday  School  Association  as  stock-room  clerk  on  the  staff  of  the 
Business  Manager.  The  Superintendents  of  the  famous,  old 
International  Association,  which  was  then  serving  the  Sunday 
School  world  at  peak  efficiency,  were  unanimous  in  rating  Clarence 
first  class  in  the  discharge  of  his  duties.  The  thorough,  pains- 
taking, productive  habits  of  those  days  have  been  part  of  Clarence’s 
contribution  to  all  his  fields  of  service  since  then. 

In  July,  1914,  Clarence  was  one  of  the  37  older  boys  who  were 
the  first  campers  of  the  Older  Boys’  Camp-Conference  on  Lake 
Geneva, — the  famous  Pioneers.  His  fellows  elected  him  President. 
He  was  graduated  with  this  first  class  with  all  possible  camp 
awards,  including  the  Gold  Medal.  The  three  years  spent  by  him 
in  camp  were  marked  by  his  leadership  in  the  tent,  class-room, 
playground,  hill-side  and  council-circle. 

In  September,  1914,  as  our  First  Camper  to  enter  college  Clarence 
entered  Oberlin  and  was  graduated  in  1918.  At  Oberlin  he  was 
outstanding.  As  a sophomore  he  was  elected  Editor  of  the  College 
Annual.  The  same  year  he  won  his  place  on  the  Varsity  Basket 
Ball  Five  and  as  a senior,  captained  the  five.  A decided  influence 
in  the  athletic,  social  and  religious  phases  of  the  student  life  of 
his  Alma  Mater,  he  stood  high  in  scholarship  and  was  elected 
Phi  Betta  Kappa  upon  graduation. 

On  graduation,  he  entered  the  army  and  did  his  part  in  winning 
the  World  War.  At  the  close  of  the  war,  Clarence  was  honorably 
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discharged  from  the  U.  S.  Military  forces  with  the  rank  of  second 
lieutenant  of  heavy  artillery. 

Three  fields  of  service  in  religious  education  have  benefited 
from  the  trained  leadership  that  Clarence  has  brought  to  religious 
education.  He  led  the  young  people  in  the  Chicago  financial 
campaign.  He  served  the  Colorado  Sunday  School  Association 
as  Young  People’s  Superintendent  and  acting  General  Secretary. 
A fruitful  period  as  Superintendent  of  Young  People’s  Work  and 
Educational  Superintendent  has  just  been  terminated  by  him  as 
an  employee  of  the  Michigan  Council  of  Religious  Education. 
Altogether  six  full  years  of  splendid  effort  has  been  Clarence’s 
contribution  to  Organized  Sunday  School  Work. 

On  July  1,  1922,  Clarence  was  married  to  Margaret  Cass,  a 
Galilean  camper,  at  Denver,  Colorado.  His  wedding  was  a great 
event  and  was  attended  by  Wadjepi,  Kinji  and  Kodaya.  The 
ceremony  was  performed  by  Dad  Waite.  A young  son,  Robert 
Cass,  born  on  May  17th,  completes  the  family. 

At  present  Clarence  is  the  Director  of  Religious  Education  of 
the  Jefferson  Avenue  Presbyterian  Church  of  Detroit,  Michigan, 
where  his  wide  experience  promises  much  for  a w'orthwhile  local 
program  of  church  activity. 

Since  his  graduation  from  the  Older  Boys’  Camp-Conference 
in  1916,  Clarence  has  been  a leader  and  member  of  our  Camp 
Faculty  and  w^e  delight  to  address  him  by  our  Indian  name  of 
Wowahoye — “Promising  One.”  — J.  L.  A. 


A Founder-Camper  had  her  Four-Folder  on  the  Physics 
table  while  she  was  conducting  her  laboratory  experiment. 
The  Professor  asked  if  he  might  look  it  over  and  became 
so  interested  that  he  read  it  through  at  a sitting.  The 
President  of  the  College  stopped  the  Camper  on  the  Campus 
a few  days  later  and  wanted  to  know  what  new  magazine 

it  was  that  Professor  was  so  enthusiastic  about. 

Result,  the  President  borrowed  the  Four-Folder  over  night 
and  we  are  the  publishers  of  a magazine  worthy  of  collegiate 
consumption.  Can  you  match  this  incident? 
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My  1925  Camp  Experiences 

Fifteen  Hundred  Miles  on  the  Road 

OU  will  be  envious  of  me,  no  doubt,  before  you  finish 
reading  this  article.  It  was  just  a stroke  of  good  fortune 
that  permitted  me  this  year  to  attend  both  camps  and 
to  travel  over  2,000  miles  by  auto  and  otherwise  going 
to  and  from  them. 

To  begin  with,  it  was  with  an  eager,  restless  feeling  that  the 
Miniwanca-bound  campers  set  foot  on  the  S.  S.  ALABAMA  for 
the  splendid  night  trip  across  Lake  Michigan.  Dad  met  us  on 
the  other  side,  and  after  a hasty  breakfast  we  hustled  into  the  big 
greyhounds  waiting  to  drive  us  forty  miles  or  so  north  of  Muskegon 
into  the  great  pine  region  of  Michigan.  Camp  was  reached  on  the 
29th  of  June  whereupon  all  sense  of  time  was  immediately  lost. 

There  are  exactly  thirty- two  things  I have  jotted  down  on  paper 
as  being  some  of  my  unforgettable  impressions  of  the  past  summer’s 
camp  at  Miniwanca.  I can  only  mention  them  with  a word  or 
two  for  to  elaborate  would  take  too  much  time  and  space.  Begin- 
ning with  the  first  day’s  hike  over  the  grounds,  exploring  the  shore 
of  Lake  Michigan,  climbing  the  wooded  dunes,  following  trails  on 
sand,  and  coming  upon  peaceful  Stony  Lake — all  this  was  worth 
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coining  miles  to  see.  The  silvery,  winding  creek  with  the  old 
Pottowatomie  trail  on  the  bank  above  presented  as  magnificent 
a picture  of  woods  and  waters  as  one  could  paint. 

The  incidents  of  camp  were  many — -excellent  warm  and  cool 
water  bathing,  surf-board  riding,  water  base-ball,  tribal  games 
in  the  sand,  the  campers’  7 to  1 victory  over  the  leaders — truly 
a good  precedent  for  a new  camp,  at  least  from  the  camper’s  view- 
point. Then  there  were  the  council  circles  in  the  sand  pit,  espe- 
cially the  fire  alarm  one  night,  the  new  council  circle  in  the  wooded 
hollow,  the  Defenders  trail,  the  path  to  hillside,  with  every  service 
held  in  the  majesty  of  God’s  own  wondrous  beauty  manifested  in 
the  sunsets,  no  two  of  which  were  ever  alike.  Can’t  you  hear 
Canwicasa’s  message  as  he  interpreted  nature  to  us — ^with  his 
“there  goes  an  American  bald  eagle”  as  our  feathered  neighbor 
flew  off  over  the  lake?  Remember  those  precious,  even  sacred,  group 
parties  on  the  sandy  beach  after  which  Kodaya  laid  bare  his  very 
soul  to  us  in  his  inspiring  talk  of  that  evening?  And  last  of  all, 
for  I can’t  mention  any  more,  there  was  the  grand  climax  of  camp 
with  the  graduation  of  sixteen  Forgers  on  the  last  Sunday.  One 
honor  is  mine — which  I prize  greatly  and  will  cherish  more  and 
more  each  year — that  actually  the  first  diploma  ever  presented 
in  the  new  camps  of  the  American  Youth  Foundation  came  to 
me,  for  sure  enough,  my  name  was  the  first  to  be  called  by  Minisino 
toward  the  close  of  that  memorable  service.  Great  praise  must 
be  given  our  mentor,  Sandy,  for  his  patient,  unceasing,  and  un- 
tiring efforts  on  behalf  of  this  first  and  finest  graduating  class. 

I’ve  been  asked  to  write  briefly  concerning  my  experiences  in 
making  my  way  partly  across  the  continent  to  Camp  Merrowvista 
in  the  Ossipees  of  New  Hampshire.  It  was  an  adventurous  trip 
to  be  taken  by  a novice  who  never  had  travelled  in  that  manner 
before,  and  who  may  never  have  the  occasion  to  do  it  again.  After 
saying  goodbye  to  the  home  folks,  storing  away  two  perfectly 
good  diplomas — one  from  the  University  of  Chicago  and  the  other 
from  the  U.  of  Camp  Miniwanca — and  sending  on  ahead  a brand 
new  travelling-bag  which  was  a gift  presented  just  the  day  before 
by  the  Sunday-School  which  I was  then  serving  as  teacher  and 
superintendent,  I started  off.  It  had  taken  me  all  day  and  half 
the  afternoon  to  leave  things  in  order,  hence  it  was  4:30  p.  m. 
when  I left  home  dressed  in  khaki  trousers,  street  cap,  stout  shoes, 
scout-master’s  shirt,  with  a blanket  roll  over  my  shoulder,  small 
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khaki  hunting-bag  at  my  side,  and  just  a five-dollar  bill  and  some 
small  change  in  my  pocket.  My  destination  was  1500  miles  away, 
in  country  I never  had  seen ; I was  to  travel  among  strangers,  and 
had  the  audacity  to  believe  I could  live  on  faith,  hope,  and  charity 
— ^which  I did.  Ten  days  were  allowed  for  the  trip  it  being  reckoned 
that  150  miles  a day  was  a good  hitch-hiking  average. 


At  5:30  p.  m.  on  the  12th  of  August,  1925,  I left  63rd  Street 
and  South  Park  Avenue,  Chicago,  on  a motor  coach  bound  for 
Gary,  Indiana.  For  this  I paid  60  cents  of  my  good  money  and 
added  another  15  cents  to  get  out  of  that  city  to  Miller,  Indiana, 
and  out  on  the  famous  Dunes  high  way.  Here  I did  my  first  bit 
of  walking  hailing  every  empty  car  that  passed  by.  I looked  the 
part  of  an  honest  to  goodness  hiker  and  had  no  intentions  of 
deceiving  anybody.  A woman  newspaper  reporter  returning  home 
from  work  lifted  me  ten  miles  in  a Ford.  Some  more  walking, 
and  whiz! — from  fifty  miles  an  hour  a big  Hudson  slowed  down 
and  stopped  for  me.  A man,  alone  and  evidently  in  a hurry. 
He  was,  and  had  me  watch  out  for  speed-cops  as  we  flew  along  into 
Michigan  City  just  at  dusk.  It  was  his  destination  for  the  night 
— but  not  mine.  It  was  too  late  to  travel  the  highway,  and  I had 
written  on  to  Elkhart,  Indiana,  to  a former  camper  friend  who 
was  expecting  me.  Making  a tremendous  drain  on  my  pocket- 
book  to  the  extent  of  $1.14  I boarded  the  fast  South  Shore  line 
for  South  Bend.  From  there  a 25-cent  interurban  ride  brought 
me  to  Elkhart  where  I found  my  friend,  supper,  and  a bed.  Thus 
ended  the  first  night — some  101  miles  from  home,  reached  half 
by  hiking  and  half  by  train  riding,  the  last  I was  to  do  until  some 
900  miles  farther  on. 

Next  morning  I was  off  at  6 :30  on  the  Lincoln  Highway.  Short 
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lifts  mostly  in  flivvers  took  me  twenty-one  miles  when  lo,  and 
behold!,  a Stephens  car  invited  me  to  a ride.  A Freeport,  111., 
man  offered  me  a ride  into  Columbus,  Ohio.  I spent  the  day 
travelling  de  luxe  with  the  gentleman.  We  w^ent  through  Ft. 
Wayne,  Ind.,  on  south-east  to  Celina,  Ohio,  past  Lake  St.  Mary, 
the  largest  artificial  lake  in  the  world,  they  say,  into  Columbus 
via  the  National  Old  Trails  Road.  It  "was  dark  when  we  got  in, 
I surprised  old  Howard  Waugh  who  was  just  going  to  the  theatre 
with  his  mother.  They  went  after  giving  me  the  key  to  the  house. 
I visited  the  new  bowl  at  the  Ohio  State  “U,”  the  campus,  returned 
to  the  house  to  bathe  and  sleep.  Thus  ended  the  first  full  day 
on  the  road  with  262  miles  peeled  off  my  journey. 

After  a street  car  ride  to  the  city  limits  of  Columbus  I continued 
on  the  Old  Trails  Road.  By  means  of  many  rides  the  longest  one, 
being  a fifty  mile  boost  in  company  with  an  escaped  asylum  inmate 
who  was  picked  up  by  the  same  driver,  I came  into  Pittsburg, 
Pa.,  a remarkable  trip  of  191  miles,  taking  me  through  Zanesville, 
Ohio,  Wheeling,  W.  Va.,  and  Washington,  Pa.,  into  smoky  and 
hilly  Pittsburgh  where  I found  my  way  to  the  residence  of  the 
grandparents  of  my  Sunday-School  class  president  who  was  visit- 
ing them. 

The  next  day  I was  in  luck.  Wt  dawn  I set  out  taking  three 
different  street  cars  to  the  eastern  city  limits — as  far  as  Wilkins- 
burg  on  the  Lincoln  Highway  after  climbing  several  big  hills  and 
hiking  for  a short  wTile  a cozy  little  Ford  coupe  containing  a 
middle  west  salesman  for  a well-known  candy  bar  concern  was 
glad  to  have  me  for  a companion  on  a 100-mile  trip  to  Everett, 
Pa.,  where  he  was  going  to  meet  his  wife.  We  arrived  there  at 
noon.  I walked  through  the  town,  stopped  for  a bit  of  lunch, 
and  continued  on.  An  ex-marine  in  an  Essex  stopped  for  me, 
and  what  was  my  luck  to  find  him  going  on  into  Philadelphia, 
which  point  I had  hoped  to  make  in  two  days  time.  Travelling 
mighty  fast  over  the  mountains — the  first  I had  ever  seen — we 
came  into  Philly  at  9:00  p.  m.  that  night.  Three  hundred  miles 
in  one  day!  Going  some.  I’ll  say.  As  it  was  Saturday  night  I 
thought  of  spending  Sunday  with  Cress  Stuart,  a Forger  graduate, 
who  lived  up  the  Delaware  a bit  on  the  Jersey  side.  Being  a 
stranger  in  town  I reached  Cress  on  his  apple  farm  only  at  mid- 
night. Thus  I had  covered  900  miles  in  a little  over  three  days 
of  travelling. 
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The  next  day  I went  to  Sunday-school  in  some  clothes  belonging 
to  Bob  Stuart,  Cress’s  brother.  They  fitted  quite  well.  In  the 
afternoon  we  went  driving  through  Trenton,  down  the  Roosevelt 

drive  along  the  river  into  Phil- 
adelphia, around  the  boulevards 
and  places  of  interest,  back 
through  Camden,  N.  J.,  to  the 
farm  near  Beverly.  Upon  my 
host’s  invitation  I stayed  on 
the  farm  for  three  days  help- 
ing a little  with  the  apple  crop. 
On  Tuesday  (the  18th)  the  fam- 
ily took  an  afternoon  off  and 
drove  with  me  to  Lakehurst, 
OUR  WATERFALL  N.  J.,  where  we  saw  the  dirigi- 

bles, Shenandoah  and  Los  Angeles,  in  their  immense  hangar.  The 
Shenandoah  has  since  been  destroyed  in  a wreck.  From  there  we 
went  on  to  Seaside  Heights  where  I had  my  first  glimpse  and 
taste  of  the  Atlantic.  I enjoyed  being  knocked  around  by  the 
ocean  waves — nit!  Give  me  old  Lake  Michigan  any  day.  The 
sights  around  Barnegat  Bay  were  interesting,  though. 

The  next  evening,  Wednesday,  the  19th,  I went  into  New  York 
City  on  a neighbor’s  load  of  peaches — a trip  of  75  miles  through 
Trenton,  New  Brunswick,  Newark,  Jersey  City,  and  across  the 
Hudson  into  New  York  City.  Quite  nonchalantly  I walked  into 
the  Brooklyn  Bridge  subway  station,  after  asking  a few  simple 
questions  of  course,  and  rode  out  to  my  destination  in  the  Bronx 
as  if  I had  lived  in  the  city  all  my  life.  I found  my  people,  too, 
and  spent  the  next  two  days  seeing  as  much  of  the  city  as  I could 
in  eighteen  hours  a day.  On  Friday  night,  after  seeing  a former 
college  classmate  in  Brooklyn  who  showed  me  around  Coney 
Island  for  an  hour  or  so,  I went  into  the  market  about  Washington 
and  Joy  Streets  where  I looked  about  until  I found  a loaded  produce 
truck  leaving  at  1:00  a.  m.  for  Kingston,  N.  Y.,  over  a hundred 
miles  distant  up  the  Hudson.  I made  the  trip  on  this  the  first 
of  the  cold  snap  when  the  temperature  went  down  to  43° — on  an 
August  summer  night! 

Arriving  at  Kingston  at  6:00  a.  m.  I shook  myself  together, 
had  breakfast,  and  proceeded  on  my  way.  I was  sorry  only  that 
I had  passed  through  the  prettiest  part  of  the  Hudson  river  country 
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at  night,  but  made  up  for  it  with  the  wonderful  scenery  of  the 
Catskills  on  the  upper  Hudson.  Quite  uneventfully  I pulled 
into  Albany  before  noon,  went  over  to  Schenectady,  and  not  find- 
ing Chuck  Burrill  where  I thought  he  was,  pulled  back  out  again 
to  Albany  on  my  way  to  Pittsfield,  Mass.  There  I found  Chuck, 
my  Forger  classmate  and  medal  man,  with  whom  I spent  the 
balance  of  the  day  and  Sunday. 

My  money  ran  out  while  there  in  the  Berkshire  Hills.  With 
a small  loan  I started  out  again  at  dawn  on  Monday  morning, 
the  day  camp  was  to  open.  Going  north  out  of  Pittsfield  I walked 
for  about  three-quarters  of  an  hour  before  a car  passed  me  going 
in  either  direction.  My  first  ride  that  day  was  into  North  Adams 
on  a truck  behind  two  cows  probably  going  off  to  slaughter  some- 
where. I had  a fine  lift  in  a high-powered  car  over  the  first  part 
of  the  Mohawk  Trail  into  Greenfield.  Continuing  on  I acted 
under  bad  advice  and  left  the  trail  at  Baldwinsville  crossing  over 
into  New  Hampshire  below  East  Jaffrey.  In  this  strip  of  territory 
I met  very  few  cars  and  was  glad  to  get  back  onto  a main  highway 
once  again.  A driver  and  his  son  took  me  from  Peterborough, 
N.  H.,  to  Milford.  From  there  two  Fords  took  me  into  Nashua 
where  I lost  my  heavy  wool  sweater  by  leaving  it  unintentionally 
in  the  last  Ford.  I still  miss  that  black  college  sweater. 

In  Nashua  a Boston  school-teacher  picked  me  up,  drove  me 
through  Manchester,  Concord,  and  on  up  to  Franklin  a short  trip 
to  Laconia,  another  to  Lakeport  together  with  a ten  cent  bus  ride 
to  the  Weirs  brought  me  to  Lake  Winnepesaukee  about  supper 
time.  Without  stopping  to  eat  I continued  on  up  to  Meredith 
in  a young  blood’s  speedster  in  which  he  delighted  to  show  me  he 
could  make  70  miles  an  hour.  It  was  getting  dark;  camp  was  due 
to  open  with  supper,  and  I was  going  to  be  late.  I would  have 
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taken  a train  had  there  been  one  to  take.  Center  Harbor  was 
reached  somehow,  mostly  by  walking,  maybe,  as  also  was  Moulton- 
borough.  It  was  just  about  dark  when  I asked  a man  in  a car 
standing  still  if  he  were  going  my  way.  Sure  enough,  he  was! 

I got  into  South  Tamworth  then  walked  into  Whittier  travelling 
alone  over  a pitch  dark  highway  with  mountains  on  either  side. 
At  a movie  house  I stopped  for  information  and  possible  assist- 
ance. Nothing  doing  until  after  the  performance  was  over  at 
10:30  p.  m.  That  was  too  late  for  me.  I walked  on  some  more, 
and  quite  a while  later  stopped  at  a lonely  store  with  a single  light 
and  a gasoline  pump.  If  anyone  should  stop  for  gas  I planned 
to  ask  him  for  a lift.  A farmer  and  his  wife  came  in  for  some 
ice  cream;  to  them  I recounted  my  plight.  Hiram  wouldn’t  do 
anything  until  I offered  to  give  him  my  last  dollar  and  a half  to 
take  me  the  remaining  ten  miles  into  camp.  After  much  dickering 
and  moral  suasion  we  left.  The  old  gentleman  soon  found  he 
had  more  than  he  bargained  for  in  trying  to  reach  our  camp  set 
away  back  in  the  mountains.  After  an  hour  or  so  of  cold  night 
driving  the  Ford  tossed  me  out  at  the  door  of  the  barn-chapel. 
Wadjepi  first  discovered  me  and  ushered  me  in  just  about  frozen 
and  half  starved  after  a day  of  over  three-hundred  miles  of  tough 
going.  Thus  ended  my  trip  of  over  twelve  days  only  six  of  which 
were  spent  covering  the  1500  miles  and  with  a cost  of  between 
seven  and  eight  dollars. 

Camp  Merrowvista  was  wonderful,  high  up  there  on  the  upper 
Danhole  and  protected  on  all  sides  by  high  mountains.  Others 
will  have  to  tell  about  the  eastern  camp;  no  words  can  put  too 
strongly  the  lasting  fellowship  and  friendships  enjoyed  there  with 
the  rich  experiences  of  a camp  leader.  Really,  God  was  good  to 
me  this  past  summer.  My  return  trip  was  made  direct  from  camp 
to  Rochester,  N.  Y.,  with  my  good  friend  Linden  Dodson  in  com- 
pany with  a few  other  campers. 

My  roommate  at  the  seminary  here  is  a Los  Angeles  fellow. 
Say,  Kinji,  why  don’t  you  put  a camp  out  on  the  Pacific  Coast 
somewhere?  I’d  go  a million  miles  for  one  of  your — camps! 

—BOB  LUNDY. 
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T^he  JCook  Out 

A^anta^  Point  for  Leaders ^YoutW 


O TOPIC  is  so  engrossing  these  days  as  that  of  Youth. 
Everywhere  youth’s  doings  are  being  discussed.  It  is 
freely  admitted  that  these  doings  are  startling  and  un- 
hidden. The  quest  is  to  determine  whether  present-day 
Youth  is  a new  species  with  characteristic  action  of  its  own  or  merely 
of  the  same  stuff  of  a generation  or  two  ago,  but  the  \dctim  of  a 
non-functioning  home,  a hopelessly  losing  church,  a confusionly- 
bewildered,  un-con ventional  society  and  a passion  of  personal 
liberty  that  has  gorged  itself  to  libertine  proportions.  At  any 

rate  and  no  matter  the  cause,  there  is  free  ad- 
Frolic-Loving  mission  that  Youth  is  the  most  criticised  factor  of 
Youth  is  Under  national  and  world  life  today.  Politics,  inter- 
Criticism  national  relationships,  industrial  crises, — every- 

thing is  secondary  to  the  How  and  Why  of 
Youth  in  action.  The  head  of  a great  Woman’s  College  makes 
it  her  message  to  the  members  of  a Woman’s  Club,  the  Dean  of 
a School  of  Religious  Education  traces  crime  to  the  religious 
neglect  of  youth,  a popular  weekly  magazine  makes  “The 
Younger  Generation”  its  feature  serial  article  and  educators, 
parents,  philanthropic  workers  and  moral  guardians  blame  or 
champion  the  Youth  of  today. 


There  is,  however,  a great  section  of  American  Youth  that 
has  not  fallen  into  the  vortex  of  the  personal-liberty  practicing 
class  and  which  still  clings  to  the  idealism  of  a perfectly-ordered 
life  that  seeks  its  “own  best  self.”  This  great  Youth  host  is  neither 
mollycoddle  nor  insipid.  It  is  just  as  virile  as  its  “Jazz-cousins” 
and  as  much  lovers  of  a good  time  as  any  “lounge  lizard”  group. 
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It  is  strong,  human,  sparkling — but  purposeful.  It  has  discovered 

for  itself  Christian  life  values  and  consciously, 
Purposeful  Youth  consistently  and  determinedly  has  set  itself 
is  under  Criticism  the  job  of  achieving  the  “J^sus  Way”  in  its 
for  its  Insistence,  everyday  contacts,  whether  in  home,  school, 

church,  business  or  society.  It  actually  be- 
lieves and  holds  that  the  attitude  of  Jesus  to  the  world  is  right  and 
possible  of  achievement  and  seeks  to  work  through  the  Church  to 
this  end.  Happy,  it  would  seem,  would  be  the  churches  with  such 
young  people!  To  the  contrary,  however,  there  are  numerous 
enough  cases  to  warrant  the  charge  that  Church-ofhcials  resent  the 
seriousness  of  these  young  people  in  their  desire  to  see  the  time- 
honDred  Church  traditions  and  operations  modified  and  the  way 
cleared  for  Youth’s  participation.  But  a few  days  ago,  a dis- 
tinguished preacher  complained  to  The  Look  Out  that  his  greatest 
difficulty  was  ‘‘the  insistence”  of  his  young  people.  He  charged  his 
Youth  with  the  un -settling  of  the  harmonious  relationships  within 
his  Church  and  was  decidedly  negacive  to  the  employment  of  a 
Director  of  Religious  Education,  “dreading  what  innovations  the 
young  people  might  be  guilty  of  should  they  succeed  in  their  in- 
sistent demands.”  Surely  it  is  not  true  that  the  Church  will  only 
welcome  its  Youth  on  the  basis  of  a non-questioning  acceptance  of 
and  conformity  to  the  established  status  quo  in  organized  religion. 
Is  Youth  doomed  to  criticism  because  it  takes  Jesus  at  face  value 
and  believes  that  His  Way  is  the  potent  solution  to  every  problem? 


Recently,  The  Look  Out  was  invited  to  address  the  annual 
convention  of  a Mid-West  State  Council  of  Religious  Education 
on  “The  Kingdom  Vision  of  Youth.”  The  preparation  of  this  ad- 
dress led  TheLook  Out  to  a frank  acknowledgment  of  some  of  Youth’s 
misunderstandings  concerning  organized  religion  and  he  offers  them 
for  the  serious  thought  of  the  Leaders  of  Youth,  believing  that  in 
them  there  lies  much  of  the  blame  for  the  expressed  or  unexpressed 
indifference  of  Youth — both  the  jazzy  kind  and  the  purposeful 
kind — to  the  Church : — 

Youth  does  not  understand  the  Church's  failure  to  control  Business, 
Government  and  Society.  Youth  consciously  believes  that  the  world 
can  be  saved  in  the  Jesus  Way.  For  proof,  notice  from  whose  ranks 
the  ministry,  the  missionary,  the  religious  lay  worker  and  social  serv- 
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ice  worker  are  recruited.  Youth  is  convinced  that  it  is  possible  to 
save  the  world  and  remake  it  by  the  teachings  of  Jesus.  Youth  has 
been  taught  that  the  Church  is  a fellowship  of  attitudes  and  action 
and  it  cannot  understand  why  the  Church  is  so  futile  in  the  control 
and  regulation  of  business,  government  and  society.  A young  fellow, 
just  the  other  day,  in  evident  perplexity  at  the  open  and  unashamed 
championship  of  modification  of  the  Eighteenth  Amendment  to  our 
National  Constitution  by  a powerful  Daily  Newspaper,  said  to  The 
Look  Out,  “Why  do  Christian  people  buy  and  advertise  in  such  a 
disgraceful  sheet?”  When  Jesus  says  “Go  Ye”  to  Youth,  it  means 
GO! 

Youth  cannot  he  made  to  believe  that  Christianity  is  attending 
Services  and  in  building  and  supporting  a Belief  Institution.  I't  is 
clear-eyed  and  clear-minded  enough  to  know  that  the  church  cannot 
be  an  end  in  itself  and  that  the  church  must  be  organized  for  some 
great  objective.  It  is  confused  as  it  seeks  that  objective  and  has 
difficulty  in  separating  the  church  from  other  community  organiza- 
tions that  work  for  moral  living  and  social  uplift  through  the  in- 
spirational glow  of  high  ideals.  It  gladly  gives  its  support  to  com- 
munity organizations,  which  seek  to  interpret  such  idealism  into 
helpful  conduct  and  asks  itself  why  the  Church,  named  for  Jesus, 
is  content  to  preach  and  teach,  while  it  might  in  a militant  way 
demand  and  get  Kingdom  attitudes  in  public,  community  life. 

Youth  is  confused  by  Protestantism' s Divisions.  It  cannot  under- 
stand why  it  and  its  fellows  should  be  kept  apart  by  phrases  and 
shibboleths  that  served  another  generation.  Youth  believes  in  the 
Divine  Christ!  Here  is  the  secret  of  its  insistence  to  get  things  done. 
“The  King’s  business  demands  haste.”  When  Youth  loses  its  belief 
in  a Divine  Christ — even  the  jazz-loving  kind — the  world  is  due  for 
some  real  misery.  Christ  is  God’s  Son  to  Youth,  but  it  cannot  under- 
stand why  God’s  children  should  be  so  apart  and’  so  divided  on 
customs  and  interpretations.  In  India  there  are  no  denominations, 
only  a United  North  and  South  Church.  In  Mexico  there  are  no 
denominations,  only  a United  Free  Church.  In  Canada,  Church 
Unity  has  been  achieved  with  but  little  dissent.  And  Youth  does 
not  understand,  if  a united  Christian  Church  is  good  for  pagan 
India  and  infidel  Mexico  and  God-loving  Canada,  why  it  is  not  the 
proper  thing  for  the  United  States.  The  building-up  of  huge 
denominational  organizations  is  a perplexity  to  Christian  Youth. 

Youth  does  not  understand  the  distinction  between  Vocation  and 
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Avocation.  Marginal  or  leisure  time,  Christian  service  is  somewhat 
of  an  anomaly  to  it.  It  cannot  even  understand  the  familiar  ex- 
pression, “that  Smith’s  business  in  life  is  to  extend  the  Kingdom  and 
that  he  sells  butter  and  eggs  to  pay  the  freight.’’  Youth,  with  all 
its  enthusiasm,  when  it  accepts  the  leadership  of  Jesus,  believes  that 
every  vocation  is  Christian  and  that  the  daily  task  is  to  be  done  for 
the  winning-in  of  The  Kingdom,  and  that  any  vocation  that  does 
not  contribute  to  the  establishment  of  The  Kingdom  is  evil  and 
un-Christian.  It  further  holds  that  the  same  spirit  which  controls 
leisure  time  should  control  vocational  hours.  This,  The  Look  Out, 
in  Common  with  Youth  believes  was  Jesus’  idea  and  perhaps  it  is 
here  that  the  Church’s  failure  to  control  business,  government  and 
society  inheres.  Youth  cannot  be  half-Christian. 


Every  once-in-a-while  something  comes  to  our  desk  to  give 
real  encouragement  in  Christian  Leadership  Training.  While 
Rome  was  burning,  Nero  was  reported  to  be  “fiddling.’’  While 
Youth  is  passionately  wasting  itself  in  frolic  or  crying  out  for 
larger  Christian  responsibility,  repeated  conferences  are  being 
held  to  determine  just  the  kind  of  “fiddle’’  that  is  to  be  used  while 
the  tragedy  goes  on.  For  a score  of  years,  the  great  effort  has 
been  to  create  a uniform  program  of  activity,  through  which  all 
our  American  Youth  that  can  be  reached  by  religious  educational 
agencies  shall  pass.  Such  a program  would  stamp  mediocrity 
on  Youth,  being  based  on  the  deadly  average  with  no  escape  on 
the  one  hand  for  the  exceptional  Youth  or  on  the  other  hand  for 
the  latent-developed  Youth.  Such  a program  is  good — very 

good  for  an  institution  that  builds  itself 
on  the  shoulders  of  boys  and  girls  but  is 
a crime  against  the  development  of  person- 
ality in  Youth.  It  further  keeps  the 
leaders  of  youth  in  perpetual  bondage  to 
“canned”  programs.  The  hope  of  Youth 
is  Trained  Leadership  that  can  build  its  own  programs.  Until  we 
have  it — through  careful,  workable  schemes  of  training — Youth 
remains  in  its  chains.  It  is,  therefore,  a life-giving  breeze  that 
flows  from  Michigan  and  brings  to  the  attention  of  The  Look  Out 
the  three  volume  Syllabus  of  Bible  Study  for  Junior  and  Senior 
High  Schools.  The  Department  of  Education  of  the  State  of 
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Michigan  and  the  Michigan  State  Leaders’  Association  offer  the 
High  School  Youth  of  Michigan  the  opportunity  of  contact  with 
the  ideals  that  have  led  the  ages  and  have  developed  character. 
It  is  significant  that  Public  School  Leaders  offer  this  enrichment 
'to  religious  education.  Miss  Wilbur,  Miss  Bristol  and  Miss  Lott, 
instructors  in  the  Lansing,  Michigan,  High  School  are  the  authors. 
The  pamphlets  are  approved  by  the  Michigan  State  Teachers’ 
Association  and  are  published  by  the  Department  of  Education 
of  Michigan.  Copies  can  be  obtained  from  the  State  Superin- 
tendent of  Instruction,  Thomas  E.  Johnson.  This  three-volume 
syllabus  is  the  best  published  as  yet  and  is  a refreshing  event  in 
these  days  of  measurements,  tests,  uniformity  and  conformity. 

Youth  has  been  very  active  the  past  few  months  in  community 
activity.  The  Look  Out  promises  to  chronicle  its  doings  in  the 
January  Founders  Four-Folder.  — J.  L.  A. 


Annual  Meeting  of  Trustees  of  American  Youth 

Foundation 


The  Annual  Meeting  of  the  Trustees  of  The  American 
Youth  Foundation  will  be  held  on  December  29th  and  30th 
in  the  City  Club  at  St.  Louis.  The  work  of  the  Foundation 
will  be  reviewed  and  forward  looking  policies  adopted. 
Educational  plans  for  next  summer  will  be  discussed  and 
the  necessary  arrangements  made  for  the  development 
and  extension  of  our  Training  Camps.  The  establishment 
of  the  Institute  for  Leaders  of  Youth,  announced  in  the 
November  number  of  the  Founders  Four-Folder  will  be 
carefully  considered.  The  scheme  of  Younger  Boys  and 
Younger  Girl  Camps  will  be  officially  launched.  There  is 
also  a possibility  of  Winter  training  rallies  and  short  term 
schools  of  instruction  being  adopted.  The  January  and 
February  issues  of  the  Founders  Four-Folder  will  contain 
the  Foundation’s  plans  for  1926.  The  only  bar  to  a burst 
of  progress  is  the  matter  of  time  and  money,  which  will 
give  way  to  wise  initiative.  The  training  possibilities  are 
multiplying  themselves  without  limit. 
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Some  Game 

A remarkable  story  of  a remarkable  game  reported  exclusively  for 
the  Founders'  Four-F  older  by  I.  Pepum  Upp,  World  Famous  Reporter 

“Lo  folks.  Haven’t  time  to  shake 
hands  now — gotta  get  this  story  off 
quick.  See  you  later.” 

I.  Pepum  Upp’s  First  Story 

Great  News!  Special  Extra!  Big 
battle  on  between  two  powerful  teams! 

The  Ancient  and  Honorable  Order  of 
Nimble  Ones  versus  the  team  headed  by 
Old  Man  Proscrastination.  Both  teams 
fighting  hard.  Ihav  Bhean  Puttinit- 
off,  the  Russian  bear,  is  big  Star  of 
Procrastination  Team.  He  is  not  a 
ground  gainer  but  he’s  the  best  little  Stick-in-the-Mud  player  you  ever  saw. 
He’s  gotten  some  awful  wallops  in  this  game  and  has  been  knocked  out  a 
half-dozen  times  at  least.  The  Nimble  Ones  are  exceedingly  nimble  and 
are  giving  Old  Man  Procrastination  an  awful  drubbing! 

A most  unusual  scene  happened  in  the  first  quarter  of  the  game.  Time 
was  called  out  by  Procrastination’s  Team.  The  throng  of  spectators  ob- 
served that  there  was  much  commotion  among  the  Procrastination  players. 
Suddenly  one  big  husky  player  grabbed  Old  Man  Procrastination  by  the 
throat,  hurled  him  to  the  ground,  stepped  on  his  neck,  and  then  walked  over 
to  the  Captain  of  the  Nimble  Team  and  told  him  that  hereafter  he  was  going 
to  play  on  his  team.  He  was  followed  by  a big  bunch  of  other  players  on 
Procrastination’s  team.  The  cause  of  the  trouble,  it  was  learned,  was  that 
Old  Man  Procrastination  had  bamboozled  these  men  into  thinking  they  were 
on  the  right  side  when  in  reality  the  protesting  players  belonged  to  the 
Nimble  Squad.  The  wrath  of  these  Nimble  Ones  is  great  and  they  declare 
their  intention  to  work  twice  as  hard  for  the  Nimble  team  to  make  up  for 
lost  time.  Old  Man  Procrastination  has  a big  bunch  of  reserves  on  the 
bench.  These  he  called  into  action  and  play  was  resumed.  It  was  rumored, 
however,  that  there  are  still  on  Procrastination’s  team  a large  number  of 
very  fine  Nimble  players  whose  eyes  have  not  yet  been  opened.  When  these 
Nimble  Ones  come  to  life  it  is  feared  that  Old  Man  Procrastination  will  pay 
dearly  for  his  deception.  The  Nimble  Team  has  been  greatly  strengthened 
by  these  additions  to  the  squad,  but  the  team  is  still  badly  handicapped  by 
the  failure  of  some  of  its  good  players  to  report. 

The  Nimble  Ones  who  have  won  one  or  more  letters  (Degrees)  are  calling 
upon  their  comrades  who  are  still  on  the  Procrastination  Squad  to  wake  up 
and  stop  traveling  in  bad  company. 

When  all  Nimble  Founders  get  into  action,  there  will  be  no  question  as  to 
the  outcome  of  the  game.  The  big  question  NOW  IS — Will  Old  Man 
Procrastination  keep  the  Nimble  Ones  from  reaching  their  Objective  before 
Christmas'}  UNTHIN KABLEl  Down  with  Procrastination! 

Come  On  Team — Signals.  — -I.  PEPUM  UPP. 
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Kinji’s  Column 


The  Test  of  All 
Wealth  Is  Its  Use 


HE  test  of  money  is  its  use.  There  is  nothing  but  good 
in  the  accumulation  of  wealth  or  the  making  of  money. 
It  is  the  visible  sign  of  success  to  the  business-minded 
man  or  woman,  just  as  a great  medical  discovery  is  the 
symbol  of  success  to  a scientist.  In  either  case,  the  use  of  the 
symbol  is  the  test  of  its  good.  A medical  discovery  that  is  kept 
secret  for  personal  gain  is  un-ethical  in  the  family  of  physicians. 
The  ideals  of  the  medical  profession  demand  that  all  discoveries 
or  prescriptions  be  placed  at  the  common  disposal  for  the  benefit 

of  the  human  race.  So,  the  uses  to  which 

a man  or  woman  place 
their  wealth  will  be  the 
reason  for  or  the  con- 
demnation of  their  accu- 
mulations. It  will  not  only  be  ‘‘a  sin  to  die 
wealthy”  but  it  will  be  a social  disgrace  to 
keep  for  personal  use  great  material  possessions. 
Stewardship  of  time,  energy,  talents  and 
money  will,  when  the  Kingdom  comes,  be  the 
test  of  all  wealth.  In  that  day,  it  will  be 
“give  according  to  your  ability  and  receive 
according  to  your  need.”  Then  it  will  be  the  common  thing  for 
wealth  to  say  as  one  great  business  man  of  this  generation  said, 
“I  kept  90%  for  myself  and  gave  10%  to  the  Lord;  now  I keep 
10%  and  give  the  Lord  the  90%. ” This  man  has  consistently 
invested  his  earning  capacity  in  Kingdom  extension  activities 
and  his  business  has  grown  to  large  proportions,  justifying  Malachi 
when  he  said  “Bring  ye  the  whole  tithe  into  the  store-house,  that 
there  may  be  food  in  my  house,  and  prove  me  now  herewith,  saith 
Jehovah  of  Hosts,  if  I will  not  open  you  the  windows  of  Heaven 
and  pour  you  out  a blessing,  that  there  shall  not  be  room  enough 
to  receive  it.”  The  great  business  man  above  told  me  personally 
that  prosperity  came  to  him  only  after  he  had  learned  to  be  generous 
to  the  Lord  through  the  opportunities  of  everyday  religious,  social 
and  educational  worth. 

The  mere  accumulation  of  material  wealth  assures  no  man  of 
either  a place  in  history  or  in  the  hearts  of  men.  It  is  only  when 
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men  of  wealth  build  and  endow  schools,  hospitals  and  great  human 
movements  that  their  names  are  enrolled  with  the  honored  phil- 
anthrophists  of  the  race.  No  one  can  readily,  or  at  all,  namfe  the 
merchant  prince  of  the  days  of  Socrates  or  the  great  banker  of  the 
time  of  Luther.  The  fortunes  of  today  are  lost  in  the  tomorrows 
unless  invested  in  the  undying  needs  of  human  life.  So  great 
business  men  live  again  in  the  generations  of  their  fellows  and 
hallow  the  gifts  of  acquisition  that  were  theirs.  Some  men’s  names 
will  live  forever  because  of  their  support  of  a great  personality 
or  cause.  Tychius  the  Ephesian,  Epaphroditus  the  Philippian, 
and  Onesiphorus  will  always  be  remembered  because  of  their 
support  of  Paul  at  Rome  and  in  the  Provinces.  Certain  women 
will  outlast  the  centuries  through  their  ministeries  to  Jesus.  The 
name  of  Rockefeller  will  become  lost  to  oil  just  as  great  names 
have  through  time  become  lost  to  coal  and  other  commodities, 
but  it  has  lasting  renown  because  of  its  embodiment  in  human 

need  through  the  Rockefeller  Institute 
Wealth  Invested  for  Medical  Research,  the  General  Edu- 

in  Human  Life  Needs  cation  Board,  the  International  Health 
Makes  the  Giver  Board,  the  Board  of  Industrial  Rela- 

Immortal  tions,  and  the  Committee  on  Social 

and  Religious  Surveys.  The  name  of 
Carnegie  has  almost  lost  its  contacts  with  steel  but  it  lives  in  the 
Carnegie  Foundation  for  the  Advancement  of  Teaching,  the  Car- 
negie Hero  Fund  Commission,  the  Carnegie  Endowment  for  Inter- 
national Peace,  the  Central  American  Court  of  Justice,  the  Palace 
of  Peace  at  the  Hague,  and  the  thousands  of  Library  buildings. 
Church  organs,  and  Colleges  which  the  material  wealth  of  Andrew 
Carnegie  blessed.  Thousands  of  business  men  have  written  them- 
selves into  our  history  through  their  benefactions  to  our  educational 
institutions  and  our  halls  of  learning  proudly  bear  their  names. 
They  share  honor  with  the  scientist,  educator,  philosopher,  poet 
and  stateman.  The  best  way  for  a man  of  means  to  become  im- 
mortal is  to  hitch  his  means  to  a movement  that  roots  itself  in 
life  needs. 

When  you  ask  a man  for  a gift,  as  you  will  soon  in  our  Eounders’ 
Drive,  you  are  giving  him  a chance  to  invest  in  the  everlasting 
aspirations  of  Eternal  Youth.  You  are  doing  more  than  asking 
him  to  give  to  a worthy  movement  for  the  discovery  and  develop- 
ment of  Youth  personality.  You  are  giving  him  the  chance  to 
write  himself  into  the  world’s  life.  — J,  L.  A. 
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Chats  With  Dad 

Poet-Pictures  of  Founders 
“A  grateful  mind 

By  owing  owes  not,  but  still  pays,  at  once 
Indebted  and  discharged.” 

— Milton. 

"Fullness”  is  one  of  the  most  prominent  words  in  the  New 
Testament.  Whatever  God  does  is  done  amply,  effectually,  over- 
flowingly.  The  cup  of  His  gifts  always  runs  over. 

The  throwing  down  of  the  walls  that 
cabin  a soul  within  itself,  thus  permitting 
the  mingling  of  one’s  own  deepest  interests 
with  those  of  others,  ever  marks  the  Founder. 

Gratitude  opens  an  outlet  into  the  pure 
air  of  "My-pals-must-share-this”  and  enables 
the  thankful  spirit  to  escape  from  the  stuffed 
and  poisonous  atmosphere  of  its  own  narrow 
selfishness. 

Giving  is  the  consecration  of  the  undivided 
self,  with  the  resultant  streaming  outward  of 
those  inmost  treasures  that  ‘ 'shows  a heart  with- 
in, blood-tinctured  with  a veined  humanity.” 

English  history  tells  us  that  the  Earls  of  Lincoln  held  title  to 
their  estates  from  the  throne  on  condition  that  they  gave  to  the 
King  annually  one  white  rose  in  the  time  of  roses.  Now  that 
was  not  much  to  give,  as  white  roses  were  abundant  in  season, 
but  it  was  a winsome  sign  of  loyalty,  signifying  that  these  nobles 
held  all  from  the'  King  and  for  the  King  and  that  they  would  be 
found  at  the  King’s  right  hand  whenever  they  were  summoned. 

Christ’s  chosen  are  appointed  to  be  hill-dwellehs, — chosen  as 
are  the  mountains — their  snowy  summits  catching  the  earliest 
sunlight,  their  immortal  beauty  unknowingly  glowing,  their  lifeful 
ozone  charging  the  atmosphere.  Mountain-souls,  whose  peaks 
collect  the  moisture  only  to  send  it  in  fertilizing  streams  to  the 
valleys  below,  what  a boon  they  are! 

To  such  co-operation  looks  the  "Master  Workman  of  the  race,” 
striving  in  His  eternal  struggles  to  shape  the  raw  material  of  this 
crude  world  into  the  everliving  Kingdom  of  God.  — R.  A.  W. 
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SUBSCRIPTION  BLANK 

Bnoloied  find  S0.50  covering  my  subscription  to  The  Founders  Four  Folder, 

(Give  full  mailing  address) 


FOUNDERS’  ENROLLMENT  BLANK 


I attended  the  Older  Boys — Girls  Camp-Conference  in (year),  and^Jwant  to  help 

perpetuate  the  type  of  Four-fold  life  training  that  I received  in  camp,  by  registering  as  a Founder 
in  the  Christian  Leadership  Training  Division  of 

THE  AMERICAN  YOUTH  FOUNDATION 

My  Founder  contribution  will  be; 

(By  oheoklns  any  one,  or  all  of  the  followins  items,  you  will  be  enrolled  as  a Founder  of  The  American  Youth 
Foondation  and  will  receive  a handsome  Founders’  Certificate.  (Note. — New  Founders  of  1026  will  use  this 
■ame  resistration  form.) 

□ Recisterins  personally  in  the  Foundation  Camps  of  1926. 

□ (Contributing  personally,  and  interesting  friends  to  contribute  to  the  support  of  the  work  of  The  Amerieaa 
Youth  Foundation. 

□ Serving  as  a personai  representative  of  The  American  Youth  Foundation  in  my  community  in  the  important 
work  of  selecting  outstanding  older  boys  and  girls  to  attend  the  American  Yeuth  Foundation  Camp-Coa- 
ferencee. 

□ Serving  as  a leader  in  The  American  Youth  Foundation  Camp-Conferences. 

Signed 

^Give  full  mailing  address) 


CAMP  APPLICATION 


—THE  FOUNDERS*  CAMPS— 

1601  Peoples  Life  Bldg.  130  N.  Wells  Street,  Chicago,  IH. 


Wm.  H.  Danforth,  President 
Walter  Scott  Athearn,  Vice-President 
Lansing  F.  Smith,  Treasurer 


John  L.  Alexander,  Director 
P.  G.  Orwig,  Associate  Director 
R.  A.  Waite,  Assoeiaie  Director 


I herewith  make  application  for  enroUment'in'The  American  Youth  Foundation  Older 

(Boys’  or  Oirls*) 

Camp-Conference  for  the  season  of subject  to  all  conditions  of  the  Camp  management.  Bnolosed  find 

SI. 00  covering  advance  registration  fee.  Balance  of  registration  fee  (S2.00)  to  be  paid  when  requested. 


Name 

(Flint  Letters) 


Street  Father’s  (or  mother’s) 

Address Initials 

City„ State  or  Province 


Age last  birthday,  month— day 

Recommended  by . 

Signature  and  position  of  guarantor 

If  applicant  has  not  yet  subscribed  for  THE  FOUNDERS  FOUR-FOLDER,  enclose  additional  $0.60  W 
cover  subscription.  Make  all  checks  and  money  orders  payable  to  The  American  Youth  Foundation. 


TDON  Voyage! 

Eager  faces 
and  sincere  voices 
wish  the  traveler 
upon  the  Great 
Liner  their  good 
wishes  as  the  uncertainties  of 
the  sea  are  faced. 

A Happy  New  Year  is 
The  Founders'  Four-Folder's 
heartfelt  greeting  to  you  as 
you  board  the  1926  A.  D. 
Ship  of  Time.  May  your 
voyage  be  good,  bringing 
you  to  the  haven  of  your 
heart’s  desire. 


